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through the hole, and some fluid drawn off ; then blood-
letting was resorted to, the mule standing helpless
on three legs.
But the men did not confine such gentle attentions
to their animals, and one victim of fever was quickly
cured by his mates. Taking off his coat he was soundly
smacked on the chest and back, in order to drive the
bad blood into his extremities; then his arms were
roughly massaged, his fingers rubbed down, and finally
pricked above the nail. And as the blood oozed out,
the fever left him. We passed a wedding procession,
the saucy banging of a gong warning us to get out of the
way. The bride, with her doll's face thickly powdered,
was dressed in new silk trousers and shapeless jacket, with
tiny triangular shoes above winch bulged her maimed
ankles. A thick black veil concealed her from view, for
she was sick with shyness, so that a man must walk
alongside her pony to hold her on. Followed a tawdry
cabinet containing gifts of food, borne at a shuffle by
ragged coolies.
We reached Tali-fu on April 27lh to find the great
fair just over, and the plain rich with colour ; fields of
green wheat and scented beans, the blue lake crested
with frothing waves, the dark mountains glazed with
snow, all drenched in golden sunshine.
Northwards we travelled, to the fringes of agricultural
China. Everywhere prosperity smiled at us from the
brilliant fields; yet everywhere the spectre of want
lurked beneath the surface* Beyond the busy city of
Chicn-ch'uan it poked up its ugly head, and straightway
we marched through a moaning avenue composed of
human derelicts, maimed, blackened, yet still moving
creatures who had once been human beings. Some were

